
Laid open all your victories in Scotland : 

Your difeipline in war,wifedome in peace : 

Your bounty ,vcrtuc,faire humilitic: 

Indccdcleft nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntoucht ,or fleightly handled in difeourfe; 

And when mineoratorie grew to an end, 

I bid them that did louc their countries good, 

Cric,God fauc Richard, Englands royaRKing, 

Glo, A, and did they fo i 
TShc, Nofo Godhelpcme, 

But like dumbe ftatucs or breathing Rones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when I faw,I reprehended them, 

And askt the Maior what meant this wilfull filcncc! 

His anfwerc was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder, 

Then he was vrgde to tell my talc ngaine: 

Thus, faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd: 

But nothing fpakc in warrant from himfelfe.- 
When he had done.fome followers of mine owne 

At the lower end of the halljhurldvp their caps, 

And fome ten voices cricd,God faue King Richard, 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends, quoth I, 

This generall applaufe and louingfhoute, 

Argues your wifedomes and your loue to Richard. 

Anti fo brake off and came away , , , . 

Glo. What tonglefTe blocks were they, would 'hey not, ^ 
r Buc. No by my troth my Lo: fipcaKe, 

Glo, Will not the Maior then, and his brethren come. 

. Glo . The Maior ishcre at hand,and intend fomsreare, 
Be not fpoken withalhbut with mightie futc: 

And looks you get a praierbooke in your hand, 

And Ran d betwixt two churchmen good my Ros 
For on that ground He build a holy defcant: 

Benoteafiewonnetocurrequefi: 

Play the maides part, fay no, but take it, 

Glo, Fearc not mefif thou canft plcade as well for tn«n» 

As I can fay nay to thee, for my felfe, 
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No doubt weelc bring it to a happic iflue. •• ' 

^c.You fhal fee what I can do,gct youvpto the leads.£je. 
Now my Lord Maior, I dance attendance here , 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. Enter Ctttsby, 
Here comes his feruant: how now Catcsby what faies he! 

C«tcf. My Lord, he doth intreateyour grace 
To viflt him to morrow or next day, 

He is within with two right reuerend fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

T o draw him from his holy exercifc. 

Bmc. Returne good Catesby to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my fclfc,the Maior and Cittizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters ofgreat moment. 

No lefle importing then our gencrall good. 

Are come to hauc fome conferecc with his grace, 

C»tef. He tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit, 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edwards 
He is not lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dalying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating w ith two deepe Diuines t 
Notfleepingto ingroflehisidlcbody, 

But praying to inrich his watchfiill foulc • 

Happic were England^ would this gracious prince 
T ake on himfelfe the foucraigntic thereon, 

But fure I feare we fhall neuer winne him to it. 

■M at. Marry God forbid his grace fhould fay vs nay. 

Sue. Ifcare.hc will, how new Catcsby, Ent.Cattf, 

Whitfaics your Lord ? ^ 

Catef. My L.he wonders to what end,you hauc aflembled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before, 

My Lord, he fcar/isyou meant no good to him. 

Sue. Sorie l am tfiy noble Cofen fhould 
Sufpefl me that I meanc no good to him. 

By heauen I come iriperfett louc to him, 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace.* Exit fatetfy. 

H Whea 


